Intercepted Russian FSB report. Body found. Shallow grave, northeast Poland border. December 12, 2024. 
Decedent appears to be from a resistance partisan party dating to probably 1941. Anomaly found with body/-‘megaphone’ dated to March, 2025. ?!? Probable future Indonesian factory production. Badly decayed, FRS and Chinese intelligence unable to restore hard drive to bootable or readable condition. Factory markings also somewhat inconsistent with current production run. In addition, gold cross necklace intertwined with silver Star of David. Tentatively identified as Simon Burke van Rensselaer. 99.7% match from hair sample. ) Long time person of interest to us. Birth date Oct 12, 1972. Time discrepancy unexplained. Dental work not completed compared to Simon currently living. Also unexplained. “He’s fucking living in historic WWII era housing in Arlington VA. All he does is make weird music in his basement. WTF?!?”

“You just go until they kill you. Then you go again.  That’s just the way it is. “ He put his son to bed, then poured himself a McLelland’s. It has been over a year since his wife died, and he was struggling with all the paperwork that he had to fill out to get the subsidies he and his son were entitled to. Federal subsidies. Virginia subsidies. Arlington subsidies. Where does it end? They should probably move to West Virginia. things went badly there when he was a kid, though. 

But she wasn’t the real wife. She died also, and she always dies, if you follow.  “Every single goddamn time!” He mutters, pouring himself another. If only he hadn’t opened his mouth to the SS men he was drinking with that night….but how is that possible? How can any of these thoughts be real, even though they keep coming back to him? The neo nazis are long gone from Arlington—probably rich from selling property to Omicron HQ3 employees. How does he keep on having these thoughts, and are they milking him for info/-the fucking mindjobbers he’s convinced are following him…maybe they’re scared. That’s why he hasn’t died in a tragic but perfectly explainable accident. Churchill would not approve it. Kilroy was here, indeed. 
——//—-::
“It’s Marina von Driesenstock’s idiot son Simon again!” Said Edward. Edward Winthrop was the task coordinator for this unnamed project. For those with clearance for the project, idiot Simon van Rensselaer was well known. Totally unknown in any record that could be electronically accessed. America’s opponent leader , Ivan Rasputin, had years ago decried that “the internet is a CIA conspiracy “ and switched his teams back to electric typewriters. Wnthrop of course agreed, despite them paying his bills, and he didn’t want any George Washington University aspiring intel  morons cloning processes to infiltrate his systems — where they were after all saving America—or else destroying it permanently…It has been said that all truly great executives have to tolerate a certain level of ambiguity, as Winthrop knew well.

Simon was rumored for decades , but first identified in early 1977 during a secret DNA testing of remains of various unknown soldiers. Simon was thought to be a prodigy at the time, and his DNA had also been sequenced, as part of another project, which is of no importance, since the woman they wanted him to marry was far too buck toothed, and too French. 

Anyway, they found him—99.8% match—and they found him not once, but twice. Once in the battle of the bulge, once just past the machine guns at Omaha Beach. In the latter, all they found was a right forearm and hand —still holding a rectangular glass and steel object. Nothing identifiable, badly melted,  but a laser engraved pineapple was visible under X-Ray. It looked similar to a DARPA/Motorola walk-in talkie prototype but it was far too charred to reverse engineer. 

When senior military brass were appraised of this situation, all known records were immediately destroyed, leaving Winthrop, then a recent graduate of Duke University(MS in Greek Studies), assigned and given free rein to try to make sense of it all. 


Cuban missile crisis. Appalachia. Secure location. Soldier in odd combat gear screams “ don’t do that, Mom!!!” To none other than Marina von Driesenstock. He was immediately shot and killed by MPs. Marina refuses to put the system on automatic. For all she knew, he could have been onto something, not just a crazy corporal twenty years her senior. 

Gave away wife’s identity. Had been good at infiltrating nazi field hierarchy, but got too drunk. In the end, they had him March her and others to the gas chamber while he was in an SS uniform doing heil Hitler salutes —he couldn’t let the rest of thier cell be compromised. 

  She somehow survived just long enough to look into his eyes while he was holding her, as she finally died. Cheating bitch. But she was still the one forevermore. At this point, he’s seen her die over a hundred times. She always dies. 

Why have this fantasy? Why does it recur? Why does reality not quite add up and make sense? 
Winthrop and the ‘special project’ were unknown to him, even though Edward Winthrop lived approximately 1.6 miles away, in the city of McLean, Virginia. He had a nicer house than Simon, and a soundproofed basement. Perfect for a band, if only. 


Was he also the evil angel that visited Hitler in prison?

